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| address-label, which she had found sewn
| inside the child's gown. In Ink was writ-
ten in an educated feminine hand the
words “Clssje Matheson, & Clifton
Road

“We've found out where you live,” 1
sald. enthusiastically to the child, as she
itered the room &t that moment. “IU's
in Clifton Road
“Oh, vyes” she laughed. "Of
that's the name, What a stupid I am
“Do you know what part of London it

se

cou

“Oh, a long way from here ™ ghe an-
swered, but In response to further ques-
tions it was plain that she did not know
the whereabouts of the thoroughfare

Eagerly 1 took down my little red atlas
of the County of London, and turning up

the index, discovered to my dismay lrmll

there were no fewer than six Clifton
roads, situated far away from one anol
er: namely, at O0ld Kent Road, Brock
Camaen Town, Malda Vale, New Cross-
and Wimbledon. Then another sug-
gestion occurred to me, and 1 went along
to the Royal Oak and looked at the Lon-
don Directory; but although I carefully
searched the list of householders in each
thoroughfare 1 could discover no h
name as Matheson

1 returned and took counsel with Mrs.
Sfcames, who advised that I should
| forth at once with the foundling and visit
all the Clifton Roads in order to restore
| Miss (lssle to her mother, who was no
doubt beside herzelf with grief. The
young lady, curled in my big jeather arm-
chair before the fire, had, however. made
herself thoroughly at home, and seemed
clined to stir out into the raw, cold
afiernoon
| Mrs. Soames presently unearthed an old
cape which had belonged many years ago
te one of her own children, and smeit
sirongly of camphor, and attired in this,
| with @ warm shawl tied about her head,
Clssie accompanied me out in search of
her heme. It was nearly 3 o'clock and
aiready the yellow light was fading when
we entered a hansom in Westhourne
Grove and drove through deserted
| streets up to Clifton Road, Maida Vale,
only to find no such name Matheson
known at No. 6. Thence, in order to visit
! the streets methodically, we drove up to
Camden Town, where we discovered that

n-

road
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the street in question only contained
twenty houses, and was close to the Cat-
tle Market. The street lamps were being

lit, and the great thoroughfares, quiet and
almost deserted, presented a most de-
pressing spectacle, for on Christmas
evening every one remains at home save
the drivers of public conveyances, and
even the latter cease running early in
the evening that the employes may
partake in the general festivities.

Cissie, huddled at my side, seemed tired
out. She spoke but Jdittle, and it was ap-
parent that she would soon fall asleep.
As we turned away toward the Caledon-
{ ian Road I glanced at the paper whereon
1 had written the names of the roads, and
saw the next was a very long way off, in
Old Kent Road on the opposite side of
| London. 1 gave the cabman directions,
| at which he gave a grunt of ill-will, and

=0

| we set off due south, while I drew the
iv):ih nearer to me and rearranged the
{ shawl upon her head. The street, how-

ever, proved like the others, not to be the
r one wherein my foundling lived. Yet I
consoled myself by the thought that by
going to work methodically I must dis-

cover my little friend’'s home sooner or
later, Along those endless giant arteries
of London beyond the Thames I caught

sight here and there of Christmas trees
and festivities taking place within warm
rooms illuminated by blazing fires and
ornamented by chaing of colored paper.
In an hour we rattled beneath the railway
bridge in the New Cross Road, and turned
into another narrow, mean street to the
left, which, from its appearance, I at
orce also saw could not be the home of
Matheson. The number of which
{ I was in search proved to be a small pub-
{ lic  house, therefore disappointedly we
again turned away.

Twao others only remained: one at Brock-
ley, and the other at Wimbledon. 1 gave
the cabman instructions to find the for-
mer, and sat back coll, hungry, dispirited.
The unusual aspect of the streets wag in-
expressibly Jdepressing, and truth to tell,
I would have much preferred spending
Christmas evening in my own comfortable
r beside the fire than driving about in
hansom. The driver entered into con-
| sultation with the solitary policeman on
point duty ouiside the Marquis of Granby,
and afterward drove straight down the
iewisham High Reoad, turning suddenly
new suburban district of rather
large detached houses, each with spacious
]u;n‘l' n—a highly genteel neighborhood,
| which had extended beyvond the confines
‘.,[ irockley into what was until quite re-
1”1;'.1_\ open flelds. Suddenly, we pulled
{ up before a large a~tslically gabled house
| of red brick, standing back behind a well-
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| Kept lawn, with severai monkey-trees in
! front. Hidden from the vulgar gaze by
| h oak fence it was one of*the largest
hous in the vieinity, and as I descended
and lifted Cissie but she at once recogniz-
| ed the place, saying joyfully:

| “'Why, this is cur house! I wonder what
| mother will say?
And left

me

she

| and bounded up the
{ well-rolled graveled path to the door,
{ where she rang the bell violently.

A neat maid with long-stringed cap an-
ewered, but next insiant a rather hand-
some well-preserved womin in widow's
mourning rusined out into the hall and
with a loud ery of joy snatched up her
child, kissing Ler again and again.

“l thought you were lost, my darling,
she cried through her tears of joy. “The
| police have been in search of you all day.”

Phen, in the same breath she thanked
me, inquired how ani where 1 had found
little wanderer, and invited me inside.

“Won't you take off your coat and join
us at dinner?”’ she said. “We have only
| this moment commenced, and we cannot
allow you to return without thanking
you

the

I was ravenously hungry, therefore the
savory smell of roast turkey decided me,
L and divesting myself of nat and coat, 1
, followed my hostess into the warm dining-
room. It was a well and sabstantially
furnished apartment, tastefully decorated,
the table <hining with silver and pretty
| with floral decorations. At the head sat a
smart, well-groomed man about forty-
| five, in evening dress, who rose and greet-
ed me, being introduced by Mrs. Matheson
as Mr. Paull, her brother, and quickly a
place was laid for ine, and I sat down to
a plate of very excellent soup.

Cisgsie sat next her mother, little worse
| for her adventure, and we were quickly
a very merry quartet,

Briefly | explained how I had found her
crving 1 Pembridge Square, and of my
visit to all the Clifton Roads in London,
whercwpon Mrs. Matheson, with tears of

Joy still in her eyes, sald:

I rzally don't know new to sufficiently
thank you, sir. To-day has been a most
anxious and terrible day for us. It is the
first anniversgry of my dear husband's

death. and T Bad lost my only ehtld. You
have, indeed, made my Chrisimas a hap- |
py one, for | have recovered my darling
Cissie,” and she stroked the child's soft

golden hair with a mother's tender hand

“This unexpected mesting this evening
is,” 1 =aid, “suficlent reward for any lit-
tie troubie I've iaken. It was perhaps for-
tunate that I found her, or some thiet or
other might have stolen her diamond ban-

Oh! my sister has béen imagining the
most dreadfil things all day,” ner broth-
er lnughed. “1 felt certain, however, that

the precocious Cissle must tara up again
before very long.”

Strange though it may seem,”
many people lost in London are
heard of again.”

Mrs. Matheson exchanged a quisk glance

I =aid,
never

’!1'1: her brother, and the Jatter, In a
1ather curious volee, answerad: .
“Yes, that's so, Hundreds yearly, I've

heard It said."”
Cisgle’'s account of her s.raying seemed

quite correct, for the nursery governess
was cailed and explained now she entered
the shop in High street, Notting Hilt,
and when she came out fatled 1o discover
her charge.

Dinnher was bhalf way through, when
suddenly I heard the round of wheels out-
side. 1 rematked upon it, when Mrs.
Matheson, with anotder gzlance at her
brother, said:

“Ohy, I've sent your cabman away. It
is unnecessary to keep him here all the
evening. You won't go for an hour or so
yer.”

“But I hope you haven't paid him? I
=aid, recollecting that his fare would be
at least a soveveign.

“Of course,” she s=ald, politely. T
couldn’t think of allowing you to pay the
expenses of finding out ahere I live.”

I protested. but she only laughod, as-
suring me that she was more indebted to
me than the matter of a few shillifigs.
The dinner went off most merrily.

I was spending a very cheerful Christ-
mas after all

Clesie and her mother at last left the
table, and I sat with Paull over an ex-
cellent cigar. 1 found him a very pleas-
ant man.

“We're greatly indebted to you," he
sald. “My sistor has been hysterical with
grief all & Servants are such uamiti-

observed. “It certainly was
leave the child alone in a

foolish
crowded streoet.”

“Cissie i= her mother's idol.
was devoted to her husband, and his un-
timely death was a terrible blow to her.
He was on his way to Lendon from Sco'-
land to spend last Christmas with his

1o

My sister

wife, and was killed in the accident to
the Scotch erpress at Retford.”

“Terribly sad,” I said, recollecting the
appalling disaster on the previous Christ-
mas Eve, when a train was wrecked out-
side Retford statiom,

“Yes,” he s:ghed. “Jack Matheson was
such a thorcoghly good fellow, too.”

And so we chatted on until, having fin-
ished our coffee, we rejoined mother and
daughter in the pretty drawing-room
where the logs were brightly burning, the
high lamp with ite great shade of crimson
silk giving the place a cozy appearance.
The room was extremely well furnished,
and ensconcad in a cozy corner beside the
fire T chatted on, now and then laughing
with Cissie over our adventure. Soon,
however, she curled herself up in a chair
and dropped off to sleep, while the
warmth of the fire after the intense cold
outside made me also rather drowsy.

At last, after a long and exceedingly
pleasant gosgip, 1 thanked them for their
hospitality, and rose 16 go.

“But it's late,” Paull said, concernedly,
glancing at the clock. “I question wheth-
er you'll get a cab at this hour and in
this out-of-the-way place. It's Christmas
night, remember, and. the last train has
gone.

“Why not remain the night?’ suggested
Mrs. Matheson. “Do. We have a spare
bed always aired, and you are quite wel-
come.”

“Yes, stay,” urged her brother. “You'll
never get up to Bayswater to-night. A
cab will charge at ieast a sovefeign, even
if you find one, which T very much doubt.”

But I was resolved on getting home,
therefora declined. Their invitation, how-
ever, was so pressing, and they convinced
me of the almost impossibility of getting
to the other side of London that night,
therefore 1 at last accepted.

1 had e final whisky and seltzer with
Paull, and it was aimost 1 o'clock before
Mrs. Matheson showed me to my room, a
larga, well-furnished chamber with a
small dressing-room leading off, very com-
fortable, with a bright fire burning. The
upholstery and tangings were of pale
blue, the bed being an extremely fine one
of ebony, with the head and foot inlaid
with mother-of-pearl. Having warmed
my hands for a minute or two, 1 turned
in. and in the fitful firelight lay watching
the grotesque shadows, and thinking of
the curious incidents of the past twenty-
four hours.

I fancy I must have dozed, when I sud-
den)y heard a curious, indistinct whisper-
ing, and Jay to listen. The fire had died
down to a few glowing embers, which
threw scarcely any light, and =0 uneasy
1 became that 1 descended from the bed
znd groped about for matches. Unfortu-
nately 1 could find none! and moreover,
wkhen I tried the gas with my hand upon
the burner, T found it had been turned
ofi at the meter.

Calmly I reasoned with myself. My
hostess was an enfinently respectable
lady, and even though we had only been
acquainted such a short time, yet there
was every reason why she should show
me this hospitality. Nevertheless, there
had crept upon me a strange, indefinite
feeling of insecurity, and 1 stood in the
darkness hesitating how to act. There
were two windows, evidently overlooking
the quiet suburban road. T went to them,
and felt behind the blue curtains that
they were strongly shuttered and fasten-
ed. Then I stirred the embers and suc-
ceeded by blowing upon them in creating
a feeb's flame which gave me greater
freedom of action.

I cast myself into an armchair and re-
flected. The darkness had somehow un-
| rerved me. and the more 1 thought the
stranger the whole affair seemed. That
my cab had been sent away without con-
sulting me was eurious: and stranger still
were the looks exchanged between Paull
and hie sister as we had sat at dinner.
Now that 1T was alone every detail of
that evening recurred to me, and many
of the incidents seemed very strange and
unaccountabile.

T laughed at my misgivings, Neverthe-
less T was bound to admit that the whole
affair was mysterious—extremely myster-
ious. By the fickle light of the flame my
watch showed that it was 2 o'clock;
therefore, having locked the

door com-
municating with the dressing-room—after
searching in vain there for matches or
candle—I half dressed, resolved to spend
the remainder of the night in the com-
fortable armchair of the “grandfather”
type with its high back and sides to keep
off the draughts.

I am not naturally a nervous man, for
1 have spent many a night alone in an
African forest, yet by some indescribable
intuition 1 felt confident of impending
danger; of some curious and entirely un.
aceountable premonition of evil.

Sitting there I noted every detail of the
furniture. Ali was artistic: all was hand-
some. The carpet was. however, of black
felt; very unusual, like a funeral pail
Lying upon it I suddeniy noticed, reveal-
ed by a quick burst of flame, something
which attracted my attention. It was
close by the dressing table, before the
window, and rising, I stooped and picked
it up

It was cold and curious te the touch,
and as I bent to the fire to examine it I
let it fall from my grasp with a cry of
horror. It was a dead finger—the third
finger of a woman's hand.

This discovery appalled me. There was
evidently more mystery in that house
ttan 1 had imagined.

Again 1 picked up the finger and care-
fully examined it. It was slim, well-form-
ed. with a carefully kept nail, white and
delicate. but had been amputated at the
base by an unpracticed hand. 1 gazed
apon the ghastly object in horror and
amazement ‘

The fire had almost died out, and as li
sat in the darkness I contemplated the ad- |

visability of dressing and escaping from
| the house. However, on reflection, I re-
solved first to thoroughly search the room,
and then remain until morning and inves-
tigate the house e¢f mystery.

I found at last a plece of wood, the han-
dle of a small broom used to sweep up the
grate; and after some diffculty lit it, ob-
| taining light thereby. Then 1 searched
| everywhere—in the wardrobes, cupboards,
| peneath the bed and everywhere else, |
until I came to the dressing-table, pretfily
draped with muslin over pale blue satin,
1 lifted those drapings, and what I saw
held me horror-stricken,

Beneath that table, hidden behind a
small chest, was the body of a young,
fair-haired woman Omne stiff hand was
raized above her head, and 1 saw that the
third finger was missing. It had been sev-
ered In order to obtain her rings!

The girl'was not more than twenty,
pale and beautiful in death, attired hand-
sc mely in a decollete dinner dress of rose
silk and cmffon. B of éxamining her |

saw that she had been hastlly despoiled of

her jewelry, her ear-rings having been
torn through the lobes of the ears, and
both hands bad been mutilated to obtain
her rings. Thiz ghastly discovery ap-
palled me. In an instant I saw that I had
been entrapped. I had a vaiuable watch
and chain, a d'amond scarfpin which was
worth at least fifty pounds, and about
three pounds ten in my pocket. These peo-
ple were, no doubt, confoisseurs of jewels,
and my pin had attracted them.

In the remaining flicker shed by the
brush handle 1 dressed completely and
made my way to the door, only, however,
to find it secvred on the outside.

1 was a prisoner,

Who, I wondered, was the beautiful girl
who had been the previous victim in that
room? Had she, like myself, been a guest
at diner, and been induced to spend the
night in that fatal chamber? My knowl-
edge of surgerv was sul%‘iem to teil me
that the finger I had fouhd had been cut
off hefore death. The reflection caused me
to shudder.

1 sank again in the armchair, and was
puzzling to devise a way out of the horri-
ble situation, when, of a sudden, without
warning and swift as lightning, a frightful
crushing blow was dealt me right on top
of the skuil. For a singie instant I saw
sparks of light dancing before my eyes,
and feit myself failing like a log to the
ground. Then the blackness of uncon-
sciourness fell upon me, and I knew no
more.

How long I remained in that condition,
it is impossible to tell. When, however,
I struggled back to consciousness I found
myseif lying in a pool of blood, and suf-
fering from a frightful wound in the head.
L staggered with difficuity to my feet,
dazed and weak, and saw, to my delight,
some faint rays of daylight showing
through cracks in the shutters. In an in-
stant I recoliected my searf pin, watch,
and money, and discovered that they were
gone.

I went to the dressing table and raised
the drapings to make sure that my grew-
some discovery was a reality. But the
body was no longer there, although there
still lay upon the floor the hideous evi-
dence, the severed finger.

I earefully examined the chair in whish
I had sat, and found that by a cunning:y
contrived device, worked by an electric
‘wire somewhere outside the room, a
small steel ax with spikad head emerged
from the high back of the chair and de-
scended with crushing force full upon the
hefd of any unfortunate person sitting
there—a truly devilish contrivance.

First arming myself with a heavy iron
bar, which I wrenched from the shutters,
I went to the door. It had been relocked,
but, using the bar as a lever, I soon
wrenched it open, The hour, 1 afterward
found was 3 o'clock in the afternoon. The
house was in silence.

The interesting widow and her brother
had flown.

On gaining the street, I wandered about
the new, eminently respectable roads un-
til, in the Lewisham high road, I found a
policeman, who cirected me to the station,
where I detailed my experiences to the in-
spector on duty. At first he seemed in-
credulous and inelined to believe my
wound- attributable to Christmas festivi-
ties; but when he accompanied me to the
hovse and I showed him the dead finger
and the mechanical device for the com-
mittal of raurder—which we found was
worked from ar adjoining room, where
there was a small hole for observation,
the electric current releasing a very strong
spring in the head of the chair—he quickly
became interested and took dewn my
story In detail. Half an hour later, with a
couple of detectives, T assisted to search
the place from garre: to cellar, and in the

latter place we discovered undoubted
traces of more than one terrible crime.
Beneath the flagstones, buried in quick-
lime we found a quantity of bones, as well
as the body of the fair-haired girl which I
had discovered on the previous night. The
further result of ouir search made it evi-
dent that a number of persons had been
enticed there, ingeniously done to death,
their clothes being burned in the furnace
of the kitchen copper, and their remains
buried in a most methodical manner.

How 1 ezcaped being killed outright by
the pair is accounted for by the fact that
early on the morning of Boxing Day, they
called a four-wheeler cab and placed a
number of trunks upon it preparatory to

escaping. something having alarmed them.

A constable chanced to be in the road at
the time, and his attention being attracted
by the unusual amount of luggage, he
spoke to the cabman. This seemed to
have caused them uneasiness, and they
escaped hurriedly, without completing
their preparations for departure, which, of
course, would have included my prema-
ture interment in the cellar.

My scarf pin was found next day
pawned at Hackney and recovered by the
police. while a week later it was discov-
ered that the fair-haired girl who had
fallen a victim was the daughter of a
wealthy city man living in Granville Park,
Blackheath. It was kXnown that while on
her way to a neighbor’s to dine a couple of
evenings before Christmas she had discov-
ered a child—having been seen with her
on Elliott Hill by a laboring man—and it
was now apparent that she had taken Cis-
sfe home, afterward being done to death.
having her jewelry torn from her and her
fingers hacked off to obtain her rings.

Thus far has Scotland Yard heen suc-
cessful. They have not vet, however, suc-
ceeded in tracing Mrs. Matheson, Mr.
Paull, or the precocious golden-haired Cis-
sie, whose lisping ingenuousness and per-
sonal charm rendered her such an inter-
esting and successful decoy. No effort is
now being spared, and their descriptions
have been circulated throughout Europe,
for it is only plain that during thLe three
years the trio lived in Clifton road a good
many people shared a similar fate to the
unfortunate girl whose dead finger gave
me a clew to the terrible truth.

(THE END.)

ROMANCE IN A BOTTLE.

Message on the River Brought Two Hearts
Together.
From the 8t. Louls Globe-Democrat.

Pope County, one of the southernmost
counties of Illinois,® furnishes one of the
most romantic margages in the annals of
“Egypt.”” Fully one year ago Miss Nettie
Clark, a winsome girl of sixteen, was re-
celving the regular attention of the son
of a fa~mer close at hand. Ohbjections to
the courtship were raised and the pair
had to resort to many ingenious ways in
order to commupicate with each other.
Both lived near the Ohio River bank, and
on the part of the girl it was convement
to place tne letter in # bottle at a certain
hour .and have it float down to her lover
below. The system was found inadequate
to the desires of the pair, and was at last
abandoned. Weeks after Miss Clark, in
company with a school companion about
her same age, prepared each a note ask-
ing that the finder answer it upon receipt,
The missive was placed in a bottle and
securely sealed and thrown into the Ohio
River. Weeks passed and apparently the
bottled missives had been lost.

Near his louislana home, a short dis-
tance from New Orieans, Mr. (. T, Ander-
son, a prominent planter, in passing along
the river bank spied a bottle and noticed
a note inclosed. His curiosity was aroused,
and upon examinatipn he concluged to
make answer. The correspondence thus
begun proved exceedingly interesting, ana
soon the mutual friendship became ciose
and photos were exchanged. This seems
to have intensified the affections whieh
had been aroused by seven months of
correspondence, The parents of Miss
Clark objected strongly to the turn mat-
ters had taken. They felt tha: a mar-
riage under such conditions, without even
a personal acquaintance, was far from
possessing elements of happiness for their

| daughter, and therefore a visit from Mr.

Anderson was demanded. Last October
the promised vizit was made, ‘and the ob-
jecti g s of parents were remuved, and on
Nov @aber 8 the couple were married. They
left at once for their Louisiana home.
where they are settled on the slantation
the property of Mr. Anderson. '

Miss Clark is seventeen years of age
and is one of three children—one boy and
two girls. Her parents formerly lived in
Massac County, and removed to Pope only
two years ago. Miss Clark is a bonde, 4
feet 10 inches high, eves blue, and her hair
light. While attending the Metropolis
School she was a general favorite, Mr,
Anderson. the groom. is 1en years his
wife’s senior, e wedding created no end
of comment, and was for (ays the talk of
the community in which il occurred,

MINISTER A MURDERER

Cut Sboft a Sermon on Death
-to Kill His Wife.

WANTED T0O WED A FORMER LOVE

Girl for Whom He Committed the Crime
Turned Agninst Him at the Trial, and
Gave Evidence Which Convicted Him o
Murder — Singular Circumspection En-
abled Him to Almost Conceal His Crime—
Paid the Penalty He Preached.

From the St. Louis Republic.

The remarkable crime for which the
Rev. George Edgar Morrison suffered the
éxtreme penalty of the law at Vernon,
Tex., supplies absorbing food for study
for the detective and the eriminal lawyer,
but in the vista for reflection which it
cpens to the scientist whe dissects hu-
man abnormalities as they are exhibited
in criminals the case is seldom equaled.

Cesare Lombroso, the great Italian crim-
inologist, would find in the case of the
Rev. Mr. Morrison a tidbit that he would
roll under his tongue with supreme enjoy-
ment. Could a criminologist of Lombro-
s0’s caliber have casy access to the mate-
rials in the case of the Rev. Mr. Morri-
gon, he would in complete absorption lay
back the scalp which covered the cranium
of the body from which the deputy sher-
iffs in attendance at the hanging had just
cut the fatal rope. His careful saw would
circle iovingly around the skull, just above
the eyes, and when the cup-shaped piece
of bone, in which the brain throbbed and
planned and plotted the horrible crime
for which its throbbing was foreibly
checked forever, dropped in his hand he
would search out with a scientist’'s mi-
nute, loving care the proturberances, the
swells and hollows—the stigmata of degen-
eracy which made the planning and the
calm execution of such a crime possible.
He would search the ancestry of the crim-
inal for an aneestral her'itugo, and his
record for previous crimes, that would
make such a crime as the last possible,
and then he would write a book embody-

“ing the results of his work under the title

“Stigmata of Degenerucy in the Skull
Formation of a Remarkable Occasional
Criminal.”

A Cold-blooded Murder.

It was a remarkable erime for which
Morrison forfeited his life to the State of
Texas. It was cold-blooded, deliberate,
planned for months in advance and exe-
cuted with a circumspection, a perspica-
city, and a success rarely equaled in an-
nals that are replete with such episodes.

The bare statement of the crime—the
poisoning of his wife with strychnine
that he might marry the sweetheart of
hig boyhood days, Miss Anna Whittlesey,
whko had grown wealthy since their sepa-
ration—does not tell the story. The crime
itself is not the interesting point. It is
the strange, unwavering, unflagging deter-
mination with whiich the eriminal arrang-
ed, weeks ahead, for the climax. How,
sitting opposite to his wife at table, look-
ing into her unsuspecting eyve day after
day, he arranged fo~ her death with an
unrelenting pertinacity that would be de-
generate if it existed in the metaphorical
sleuthhound.

The crime is not interesting to the stu-
dent of criminology alone. The practicing
criminal lawver iinds in it material for
study. Morrison was hanged on purely cir-
cumstantial evidence. No one had ob-
served him fill the fatal capsule with
swrychnine or administer it to his wife.
Even his wife, who took the deadly gela-
tine receptacle, supposed it was filled with
bitter but health-restoring quinine, which
her kind husband had obtained for her.
Not until the murderer attempted to gar-
ner the zain for which he had committed
the erime did his fellow-townsmen put this
suspicious circumstance beside that one,
to investigate and examine, and, when
they did, the whole remarkable crime was
laid open.

The Rev. George Edgar Morrisor was
pastor of the Methodist Episcopal Church
of Panhandle, Tex., and, in addition, he
oceasionally filled the puipit of a Metho-
dist church at Higgins, Tex.. a hamlet
about 100 miles south of Panhandle on the
railroad.

He nad married. Miss Minnie Brady, a
maiden of Carbondale, 1Il, in 1880, and
had taken her to Texas to live. He estab-
Lished a nice home at Panhandle and eked
out his pastoral salary by raising and seli-
ing eattle. So far as the residents of Pan-
handle knew, his previous career was un-
tarnished., and even after his crime was
discovered no former blot could be traced
to his 'scutcheon. Morrison preached reg-
ularly in the church at Panhandle, and oe-
casionally at Higgine, and his congrega-
tion found his sermons inspiring and ele-
vating. He was a good speaker and had a
remarkable knowledge of Scripture, which
enabled him to brighten his discourse with
apt citations.

His wife sang in the choir. and both
mingled freely in the society of the town
with whose spiritual welfare he was
charged. Their relations were loving and
not of a character to attract attention.

Met His 0ld Sweethenrt,

In August, 1897, Morrison told his wife
and others he was going to Wichita, Kan.,
to have his throat. which was troubling
him. treated. Instead, he stopped off at
Topeka, Kan,, where a carnival was in
progress. There, on August 23, he et
Miss Anna Whittlesey, a young lady who
had been a student with him at McKen-
dree Coliege, in Lebanon, Ill. At that
time Morrison was eighteen years old and
Miss Whittlesey was fifteen. They had
been sweethearts at college and had not
seen each other since leaving the institu-
tion.

Miss Whittlesey had made her own way
since leaving college and had accumulated
considerable wealth by operating with
others a general merchandise srore in
Topeka, Kan., under the style of the
Whittlesey Mercantile Company. Morri-
son called aiL her home and introduced
himself and Miss Whittlesey remembered
him with pleasure. He told her he had
been married soun after leaving college,
but that his wife had been dead for eleven
years; that he was raising and selling cat-
tle at Higgins, Tex., and that he had a
cousin. a married man, named Guy X.
Morrison, living at Panhandle, Tex.

The next day he wrote her a note asking
her to go buggy riding with him, and sh*
accepted. During the drive he proposec
marriage and she accepted. He told her
that he would not be able to arrange his
affairs so he could marry for at least two
vears, and she consented to wait for him.
He called on her again next day, making
burning protestations of love, and then re-
turned to his wife in Panhandle,

Everything indleates that at this time
Morrison, observing that Miss Whittlesey
was a pleasant companion and well-to-do,
decided to be rid of his wife, and that for
the sixty days following he prepared to
kill her. His falsehood. that a cousin with
the same name and initials as his, was
living at Panhandle, bears signs of having
been told so that Miss Whittlesey, should
she hear of a G. E. Morrison at Pan-
handle losing his wife suddeniy, would
m‘opor it wt;lh‘i[s cousin.

m August Morrison wrote et1e
Miss Whittlesey, dated at Hltx.inlq :rl;,:o
ir which he called her “darling,” “dear-
est,” and “‘baby girlie;” sald he was lone-
ly withcut her znd would return to her
as soon«as possible. To deevive her as to
the place where the letter was malled
Morrison did not pest it at Panhand!e, but
mailed it on the train which paesed
through Panhandle from Higgins, This
plan he purcued I his entire corresnnnd-
ence with her. -

Miss Whittlesey's sister and brother had
not taken a faney to Morrison when he
i)aud eourt to her at Lebanon, and when
e reappeared at Topeka with a long line
of years in his life “Haccounted for they
suggested (o her that he might have 2
wife living in Texas. To combat this in-
fluence Morrison wrote 14 Miss Whittie-
sey on September 8, aguln using many
terms of endearment,

September 19 Morrison again visited To-
peka =nd remained there till the latter

rt of September. He told his wife that

had gone to Wichita to have his throat
treated. Miss Whittlesey and Morrison
m frequent buggy rides during this

Marrison returned to Panhandle Oetobe
1, #and on October 5 he wrote (!:ﬂu I?hul:
tlesey another letter, calling her his “dar-
ling Laby wife” and his “darling baby
girlte.”

Immediately after returning from To-
peka on his sécond visit he committed '-MJ

first overt act in his tions for kili-
ing his wife. He bought at the drug store
in Panhandle 10 cents’ worth of quinine.
The druggist asked him whether he
should put it up into capsules.

“No,” answered Morrison, “give me the
capsules. 1 will fill them myself.”

On this visit to the drug store Morrison
told the druggist that his chickens were
being bothered by polecats and coyotes,
and agked the druggist to loan him & gun
with which to exterminate them. Drug-
gist Cahart offered hiin a double-barreled
hammeriess shotgun—the ideal firearm
for the purpose designated. Morrison said
he preferred a gun with the hammer ¢x-
posed. The druggist offered him a shot-

gun of that description.

“No,” sald Morrison, “I think a small
rifle would be best for my purpose.
shotgun scatters too much.”

The druggist produced a Marlin rife.

“No,” said Morrison, “that carries tco
heavy a load. I might hurt some one with
it In shooting at the varmints. Haven't
you a pistol””

“Yes, I've got one back here you c<on
have,” said the druggist, starting for the
rear of the store.

“Well, never mind,” said Morrison. “I'll
ce!! again."

Morrison had not expected to find so
well-stocked an arsenal in the d store
and had intended, when the druggist ran
cut of firearms, to ask for strychnine. He
was foiled in this, but he laid the foun-
dation for another visit to the diug store
three days later,

“1 want some strychnine to poison thoss
polecats and coyotes,” said Morrisen 1o
the druggist on October 8,

“Here's a bottle of it,” said the drug-
gist. “Use what you want of it and bring
the bottle back.”

“No,” answered Morrison, *you pour
me out what you think will be a bait.”

The druggist poured out about eight
grains, tied it up in a newspaper, and
Morrison left with it.

Morrison now had all the materials for
his purpose. He proposed to fill some of
the capsuies he had obtained on his for-
mer visit to the drug store with the
strychnine, to substitute for the strych-
rine he had used the quinine he had
bought, and then te return the package
to the druggist as though it had not been
opened, with a statement that he had
decided not to use it.

That same evening Morrison found fa-
vorable occasion to perform unobscrved
the pharmaceutical operation he had plan-
red. A company of Swiss bell-ringers had
made a ore-night stand in the town and
complimentary tickets had been sent to
the minister and his wife.

“It would not be seemiy for a minister
to be seen at the entertainment,” he told
his wife. “It is perfactly proper for you
to go, however."”

That night Morrison filled the capsules.
The next morning he brought back to
the druggist a package. I thought I had
better not use the strychnine,” he said.
“I might poison some of the neighbors’
dogs.”’

The package lcoked as though it had
not been opened since it left the store,
and the druggist put it back into the bot-
tle without examining it

Morrisor now wrote a letter to Miss
Whittlesev, teiling her that the wife of
his cousin, Guy E. Morrison, was very
sick.

After the Dector Left.

One other precaution Morrison took. He
knew that if help came to his wife
promptiy enough after the fatal dese had
been administered her life could be saved.
He had had a conversation with Dr. Car-
ter, the only physician in Panhandle,
some time before, in which the latter had
told him that he wouid start on a short
trip out of town on the evening of Sun-
day, October 10. This knowledge com-
pleted Morrison’s arrangements.

On the fatal day, Sunday, October 10,
Morrison preached two sermons io his
congregation, The one at night was on
the text, “The wages of sin is death.”

Had his congregation krown then what
it found out later it would have been in-
tensely interested in that sermon. That
sermon Morrison cut short in erder that
he might take his wife home and kill her.

The sermon forms one of the interesting
psyehological features of the case. There
are two Interpretations of it. Some claim
that Morrison in that sermon weighed the
consequences of his proposed crime; that
he preached it more to himself than to his
congregation. Others claim that Morrisen
preached it in order to remove any sus-
pician as to his guilt in the death of his
wife by the picture he himself painted of
the inevitable doom that lay in wait for
the transgressor of law, human and di-
vine.

Which ever interpretation iz aceepted,
the picture Morrison drew that evening as
he looked his erime in the face was veri-
fied last Friday. when Morrison shot
through the scaffold trap at Vernon,
Texas.

Morrison cut his sermon short and dis-
missed his congregation at 8:30, pleading
that wis throat troubled him. He and his
wife, iogether with several neighbors,
waiked home. Mr. and Mrs. Morrison en-
tered. Morrison came out again about 9
o'ciock, went tc the station, asked the
right operator there whether Dr. Carter
had left Panhandle, received an affirma-
tive reply. and went back home.

On what piea Morrison induced his wife
to take the Geadly capsule will never be
know'.. About 10 o’clock Morrison knock-
ed at the deor of the home of Prof. Pol-
lard. his next neighbor, and asked him to
go for Dr. Carter: that Mrs. \orrison
was very sick. He also called in Mrs. Hill
and other reizhbors.

When they arrived Mrs, Morrison wase in
convnisions. They lasted for a few min-
utes. and then Mrs. Morrison vegained
consciousness

“What is the matter, Minnie?" Mrs
Hill asked her., “Did you take some-
thing?” :

“Don’t talk to her, Mrs. Hill; it disturbs
her.” Moriis~n interposed.

“Have vou given her anything?’ Mrs.
Hi'l asked Morrison.

“Given rer anything?
Morrison.

“Has che taken anything?”

“Nothing except a quinine capsuie. 1
saw her filling it when I went out to the
bar: to look after my horses.”

Mrs. Morrison went into anether e¢on-
vulsan while they were talking and Prof.
Poliard returned with the information that
I'r. Carter wzs not in town.

“My God. what shall we do!” exclaimed
“iorrison, wringing his hands.

Death of Mrs. Morrisen,

Finally a boy was put on a horze by
Morrison and sent to Claude. fifteen niles
distant, to bring a doctor.

Mrs. Morrison, who was suffering in-
tensely, rezained consclousness cecasional-
ly, as is ihe way in strychnine poisoning.
Rubbing or exciting a strychnine victim
brings back convulsions. Whenever Mrs.
Morrison regained consciousness, witnesges
testified at the trial, Morrison would rub
his face on kers, kiss her, and chafe hLer
Lands, apparently in great distress, Mrs.
Morrison kept telling him to leave her
alone, and perrons present also protested,
but he persisted until a convulsion re-
curred.

At midnight Mrs. Morrison died. About
3 ¢'cloex Dr. Warner. of Claude, arrived
at the house. Dr. Warner inquired care-
fully the symptoms which accompanied
Mrs. Morrison’s ailu:ent,

“Did her muscies contract? Did she
eliich ker fists and throw her head back?’
he asked

“Nothing of the kind,” answered Morri-
son.

“Was she conscious at intervals
her affliction?" duciog

“No, not al all” answered Morrison,
“About four years ago she had a kidncy
trouble. und since that time doctors have
frequently warn>d me that she would ‘e
of uraemic poisoning.”

Morrison’s answers to the physician's
questions wére bold misstatemen:s and
ware made in the face of the persons who
had witnessed the death.

“Well,” sald the doctor, “to make a
snap-shot diagnosis, 1 should say she die.
of uraemic yeisoning.”

Next day the coroner attempted to hold
an inquest.

“You can hold an inquest, bot I shall
object to an autcpsy,” Morrison said. |
am not ll‘l""lﬁ 10 have my wife's body mu-
tilated. «vé me alone with my sorrow.”
No inquest was held, the doctor's
diagnosis of uraemic polsoning was ac-
cepted and Mrs, Morrison's body was
buried.

Persons who attended the funeral testi.
fied at the trial that Morrison appeared
to be very light-hearted after the body
had besn placed in the grave, and spoke
to the mourners of an old sweetheart of
his he had met in Topeka.

Immediately after the funeral Morrison
made arrangements (o marry Miss Whit-
tiezey. He wrote to her the day after the
funeral that the wife of his cousin Guy
had just died. He wrote a letter to her
every day until on Oclober 24 he went o
Topzka 1o meet her

Ferged Many Names.

He showed to her a testimonial, pur-
porting to have been signed Ly seven resi-
dents of Higgine, Tex., declaring: “We,
the undersigred, know George Edgar
Morrison to be an honest man and good
for any contracts he may make He i»
engaged in the stock business, and i» a
man of ne family.”

At the trial, the persons whose na-

No.” answered

Lalbum,

tures were appended to the testimonia'
declared they had never scen or signed
such a document.

Morrison aleo showed Miss Whitticsesy
& map of Lipscombd County, Texss, in
which a clrcle hed been dravsn with red
ink around four eactione. These cections,
he told Miss Whittlesey, were his Texas
cattly ranch. He also showed her two
deeds, ene purporting to be for his ranch
in Lioscomb County, the other for a tows
lot in Panhandle. All these deeds wese
shown on the trial to have been forgeries.

While Morrison was prosecuting his love
affairs the people of Punhandle were dis-
cussing the sudden death of the minis-
ter's wife.

Some of the witnesses to the death told
of Morrison’'s misstatements of the symp-
toms. The symptoms were properly de-
scribed to docltors, and they pronounced
them those of strychnine poizoning. Then
the druggist toid of the dealings he had
had with Morrison. The boedy of Mrs,
Merrison was exhumed, and iis viscera
sent to Dr. S. M. Morris, professor ef
toxicology and chemistry in the Texas
State University at Galveston

Meanwhile, as other incriminating cfr-
cumstances ware dizcoverad, an effort
was made to locate Morrison. He was
found at Topeka, and hie love-making
was rudely interrupted by his arrest.

Through a misunderstanding of the tele-
graphlc report made by Dr. Morris, the
analyst, the Texas authorities wired the
authorities of Kansas to releass Morrison.
Morricon at once made his escape.

Dr. Morris found strychnine present in
the viscera in sufficlent quantities to pro-
duce death, and descriptions and photo
graphs of Morrison were sent all over
the country. As a result of this work he
was arrzsted in San Francisco ~April 1,
1898,

Morrison before this had written a let-
ter 40 ihe sheriff in Kansas from some
point in Indiana, telling him he was tired
of life and would commit suicide. This
letter did not throw the police from the
scent, as was its evident intention.

Sweetheart Turned Against Him.

The case was tried at Vernon, Tex., to
which Morrison had secured a change of
venue from Panhandle. Both sides were
represented by skilled counsel—five attor-
neys prosecuting and six defending. The
verdict was murder in the first degree,
and it was confirmed -m appeal. Miss
Whittlesey was one of the leading wit-
nesses for the State and all Morrison’s
letters to her were introduced in evi-
dence.

The defense. despite the abilitv of tha
attorneys engaged in it, was meager. Tt
was that Mrs. Morrison, if stryehnine
was present in her visesra, had put it
there herself with suieidal intent. No al-
tempt was made to explaia the rejations
between Miss Whittlcsey and Merrison
on this asswinption.

Morrizon was hanged at the place where
he was tried and convicted. He maintain-
ed his innocence to the last.

“The heavenly gates will nat stand
partly ajar for my entrance. They will
be wide open and propped back,” he said
on the scaffold. “T want you to read the
second chanter, twenty-second verse of
Hebrews, ‘It iz not all of death te die,
nor all of life to live."

“My wife's people were a famlly of fa-
talists, When my wife wag one vear old
her brother was killed instanily from the
kick of a mule. Later 2 feam ran away
with a mower and killed hier father. My
wife fell from a buggy, spraining her an-
kle. from which she never recovered. My
wife’'s sister, who marifed J. H. Thomp-
son. of Hillsboro, T, had four children
ta die in one week. The nackage of strych-
nine 1 bought of Mr. Cahart was never
opened.”

Standing on the trap just befora the
black cap was drawn over his head he
sang one verse of the hymn, “Jesus,
Blessed Jesus” and then invited the
snectators to inin him in singing “Nearer,
My God, to Thee.”

It was a remarkable atonement for a
remarkable erime.

PRESENTS FOR SOLDIERS.

Odd Gifts that Our Men in the Philippines
Will Receive.
From the New York Pomemrcial-Advertiser

The soldiers in the Philippines wiil re-
ceive some odd gifts this Christmas, sent
by the girls they left behind them. A
portrait is the most welcome present a
homesick soldier can receive. In order
that he may carry it with him always {t
should not be a cumbersome affair in a
great heavy silver frame. It should te
gmall and handy and portray a beloved
face. The private with his cheap photo-
graph of his dear Sarah Jane and the
general with his $200 miniature are in
thorough sympathy. When the “boys”
went away many of them were laden with
lucky stones, charms, amulets, and mas-
cots of all kinds from golden beans and
wee, biack oak pigs to rabbitg’ feet and
four-leaved clovers. But these trifles are
giving place to photographs and minia-
tures, the latter painted on ivory, em-
bedded in velvet and encased in leather to
be as safe and unbreakable as possible.
One woman miniaturist says she has had
many orders for children’'s portraits, &l
of which are to be sent to the men at the
front for Christmas. For one brave fath-
er she has painted three portraits,
one of his son and heir of six, ne of
a daughter of two and one of the baby
girl, whom the father has never seen.
These miniatures are quite small, hardly
larger than a twenty-five cent piece, and
they are rimmed with pearls—which sym-
bolize purity and tears.

Another touching miniature has been
revived as a keepsake. The “beloved eye”’
it js called. 'This is a very old custom, in
vogue in the days of Waterloo and before,
A single “'speaking’’ eye is painted on the
ivory, with all the expression it can con
vey. As may be imagined, it is not easy
to sit for these eye portraits. The minia-
ture painter says it is not easy to paint
them, either. It is ‘rying on her nerves to
have to git gazing at an eye, eloquent with
love and longing, while it8 owner is trying
to make it look merry and hopeful. Por-
traits of pet dogs are being painted, too,
and the bold soldler who has no speclal
Angelina weeping for him at home wel-
comes a picture of his fox terrier or his
old bandy-legged “bully” with an ardor
which might seem mispiaced to the men
whose idols and chums are not in the ca-
nine class.

0ld curiosity shops are being ransacked
for the quaint erystal bails which used to
be popular as portrait holders. They are
not as handy as the flat cyrs=tal lockets,
but very small pictures can be placed in
these balls, as tne thick glass magnifies,
and it would take mary hard knocks to
break the erystal, Tiny telescopic albums
for watchguard trinkets hold a whole
gallery of family portraits, Kach photo-
graph is in the smallest possible size, a
little magnifying zlass is provided for the
and through this the ilkenesses
show up well. Photographs that unroll
like small flags from a little stick are
also among the novel notions evolved by
clever women for their fighting dear
ones at the front,

600! AGEG'S FINISH.

Hard Luck Happening After Selling a
Beek to a Farmer.

From the New York Telegraph

“I'm through,” said the book agen:
wearily. “I've notified the house that they
nay no longer expect me to risk my i
handling thelr goods. For the last thirty
days | have been touring the State with
a universa! compendium of knowledge,
contalning first ailda for the wounded,
treatment for snake bites, how 1o bring
a drowned man to, and a thousand and
one other things that every man should
know, bound in calf and sold at a price
within the reach of all. I traveled on
my wheel, and that enabled ine not only
to work the :mall towns, but the sur-
1ounding country as well. One day |
chanced to call upon an old farmer. 1
tried 10 get him interested In the greal
work that T was handling, but without
sceeess until | showed him theschapter
on drowning; then I saw that I had him
There was a small lake near where the
boys went In swimming, and the old man
lived in fear that rome one would get
arowned. Well, when | showed him how
fully the book treated the subject | made
a sale. It was a hot day, so 1 accepted
an invitation from the old man's sons to
£0 In swimming with them. I wae hard-
ly in the water when I was seized with
@ cramp. 1 shipped a good deal of water,
but | managed to reach the shore with.
cut much trouble, although I was greatly
exhausted. While | was gasping for
breath the old man came running up with
the book that | had sold him. Finding
the chapter on drowning, he read the di-
rections to his sons and told them to go
ahead. Before 1 knew what was going to
hapoen 1 was seized by two of hix husky
sons and hung up by the heels and pound-
ed on the back untll all the breath |
had was knocked out of me. Then | was
rolled over a barrel and pounded again;
then & bellows was jammed down my
throat and 1 was pumped so full of wind
that I thought 1 would burst. They tried
every fool ldea that vas in the hook,
and It was only cwing to a sound consti-
tution that 1 lived through it. I'm
through! [ can’t afford 1o take the shanc-
o8 that aie in the business.”




